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shooting with a friend. They had to traverse a verdant
morass, into which Bismarck's companion, a short, stout,
ponderous gentleman, suddenly sank up to his armpits.
After struggling for some time to extricate himself and
reach firm ground, he called aloud for help; and, seeing
his friend picking his way slowly towards him, looking
about all the while to see whether a stray snipe would
get up, he fervently implored him to let the. confounded
snipe alone and drag him out of the vile bog-hole, the muck
of which was fast rising to Ms mouth and nose. "My
beloved friend," answered Bismarck with the utmost calm,
" you will certainly never be able to scramble out of that
hole; and it is quite impossible to save you. It would
pain me extremely to watch your futile struggles, or to see
you slowly stifle in that disgusting filth. Ill tell you what,
my boy; I'll spare you a protracted death-agony through
suffocation by lodging a charge of shot in your head. Thus
shall you die with promptitude and dignity." "Are you
beside yourself?" shouted the other, making frantic efforts
to wriggle out rof the swamp; " I don't want either to
suffocate or to be shot; so help me out, in the name of
three devils i" Raising his gun to his shoulder and taking
careful aim, Bismarck replied in mournful accents, " Keep
still for one second It will soon be over. Farewell, dear
friend; I will tell your poor wife all about your last
moments." Stimulated to superhuman exertions by the
danger threatening him so imminently, the unlucky sports-
man contrived somehow to wrench himself out of the
mud, and crawled on all-fours to terra firma* As soon
as he felt himself safe he burst out into a torrent of
vehement reproaches, Bismarck, smiling, listened to him
a while; then, simply remarking, "You see I was right;
every one for himself" turned his back upon his infuriated